Ch. 1 

The First Camp 


The concrete seemed to echo every sound we made, from our quiet footsteps to our labored breathing. 
"The hatch should be just up ahead," Bell stated. It was so quiet, the only sound in the world was my 
own heartbeat. Then, we were spotted. 

The sound of heavy rubber on concrete alerted us to the guards mobilizing. "Quick! Into the basement!" 
Sarge lifted a hatch hidden under the brush on the side of the road. Not one of the ten of us spoke until 
the hatch was closed and locked. "How'd they spot us? And how'd you know this was here?" I asked. 

"The surveillance system, Pink. You know they have eyes on every corner in this neighborhood. But I 
know they don't have cameras down here, we built this place back when the 'Undesirable Campaigns' 
started and people needed a place to crash." Bell said. I shuddered at the memories. The undesirable 
campaigns were a series of propaganda advertisements put out by the government. They were used to 
dehumanize anyone the government could label as "undesirable." They targeted queer people, sex 
workers, religious minorities, immigrants, the homeless, drug addicts, and activists. The campaigns 
ultimately lead to what we call the purges, the arrests and disappearances of the "undesirables." 

The campaigns were the reason I had to live in shitholes like this for a year. The reason I haven't seen 
Jane, my girlfriend, in two. The reason I've had to watch countless friends get captured or killed. The 
reason I joined the militia. And the reason I am hiding in this fucking basement right now. 

Until recently, we didn't know what was happening to them. A man came to us and said he was a guard 
at a labor camp. He wanted to defect, he joined our side and he gave us information on the camp. Today 
we're using that information to free the prisoners. This is the first time anyone has tried to free the 
prisoners. As far as we know, we are the only people outside of the government to know these camps 
exist. 

"Right. Of course you helped build this place Bell, look at it, it's a dump!" Siren laughed. 


"I'm sure you've worked in worse, some of your clients weren't the tidy type, huh?" With that, Siren 
shut her mouth, nodded in agreement, and moved her hands apart to indicate her clients dick size. She 
was always the first one to crack a joke, even at her own expense. Bell giggled. 

"Enough! If you two don't quiet down they'll find us for sure!" Sarge seethed. "Do you not remember 
that they nearly caught us?" The atmosphere grew heavy. Sarge knew how to keep us in check, even if 
he wasn't technically in charge. His military background had a habit of resurfacing when we got out of 
hand, but he was always making sure we knew how much he hated the military training style. Always 
asked others what they thought of a plan he came up with, or waited until one of us came up with 
something. 

"Doc, do you think the Pit has things under control by now?" Sarge asked. The Pit was the main hub for 
this region, one of the underground cities of the Militia. 

"There must have been a delay in setting up the loop on the video feed. We couldn't do a full test 
beforehand, but it should be ok now. They only have one chance to use this entrance, Brady's code 
monkeys'll discover it soon after and lock it down." Doc said. Doc might never go near an open wound, 



but she could build or breakdown a bomb with surgical precision. Having a PhD in mechanical 
engineering will do that to you. 

"How can we know that, Doc? We can't contact the Pit, all radio signals are jammed except for the one 
they're using, and we know how stupid it would be to try that one." Glass said. His glass eye always 
seemed to bug out further than his real one when he was stressed. It would have been funny, had he 
not been reminding us of how screwed we were. 

This seemed to resonate with Sarge, his face contorted in a puzzled way before he spoke. "Gym, Siren! I 
need you two to gather intel from the guards." Both nodded. 

"I take the low road like always?" Siren asked Gym. He simply nodded in response. I have heard him talk 
only a handful of times, and it always seemed difficult and uncomfortable for him. 

"Mask up you two, and stay out of sight." Sarge was waiting at the hatch for them. 

"What? You can trust me, I can be sneaky when I want to be." Siren said suspiciously. 

"Let's hope you want to be. We can't afford to lose one of our best scouts, and I know Gym will stay out 
of trouble." Gym nodded with a big, pleased grin on his face. 

"Does jumping from rooftop to rooftop in such an impossible way that they can't get you count?" Gym's 
face turned sour and he nodded as if to say "yeah, it DOES." 

"Relax Gym, I was only kidding." Siren drew her hand across Gym's face seductively, and he drew his 
head back in annoyance, and with perhaps a hint of disgust. 

"I said mask up, you know what they'll do to you and your family if they recognize your faces on the 
cameras." Sarge was not a patient person. "That's assuming the Pit can't handle this, but alright, no 
need to twist my arm, come on Gym." With that, the odd pair left the basement. 

No one spoke for a while, everyone holding their breath and hoping the silence held. Eventually, Red 
broke it: "Glass, dude, relax before you lose your eye." Red was the medic that saved Glass' life when he 
earned his nickname in one of the first riots after the first purge. Glass closed his eyes and took a breath. 

"Sorry, I just... I want them to be safe." "I know, I know, but I spent too much time on that eye for you to 
lose it." Red said, "yeah..." Glass seemed to be lost in thought after that, but he did seem calmer. 

In the quiet that followed, my mind began wandering, and I couldn't stop thinking of Jane. I didn't know 
if she was alive, but I was hoping she was in the camp we were trying to free. Hopefully that one. I 
clinched my fist in rage around the pink triangle pendant I had around my neck. I thought of the man 
responsible for all of this: President Brady. Because of him, my passionate, beautiful girlfriend was being 
used for slave labor. Because of him, there has to be a militia, a divide, a war. 

"Hey Pink, I'm sure we're gonna find her." Eagle said, concerned. He always knew when something was 
bothering me. He's been my mentor since I joined the militia. I simply nodded in response. He touched 
my hand, and I realized it really hurt from holding my triangular namesake so tightly. I rubbed my hands 
together to ease the pain. 

"Okay, while we have some extra time on our hands, let's go over the plan one more time." Sarge 
clapped his hands. Everyone groaned. 



"We've been over it a million times! I could recite it backwards at this point!" Bell moaned. 

"Still, just to make sure everyone is one hundred percent on BOTH the primary plan and the secondary 
plan, we need to go over them again. Once we get the all clear from Siren and Gym, we make our way 
toward the prison, with Siren and Gym on point. Eagle and Pink will be their cover. When you four reach 
the outskirts of the wall, Pink and Eagle will take care of the guards while Gym scales the wall. Everyone 
else will use the rope he secures to get up after him. Then, Pink and Eagle set up their position on the 
wall, while the rest of the squad splits into two groups to go around the wall and eliminate the rest of 
the guards up there. After that's done, we all enter the camp as a single unit. Then we split into the 
prisoner squad consisting of Red, Glass, Gym, and myself, and the armory team with Doc, Siren, Bell, and 
Father. Pink and Eagle stay on the wall. Both teams take out as many guards as you can. The prisoner 
team will assess which prisoners are healthy enough to help and they will be lead to the armory to be 
outfitted with a weapon. The others will be treated by Red. Once we give the word, Doc will-" 

"Blow a hole in that motherfucker!" 

Father, who always sat quietly when anyone was speaking, flinched at the last word. He was a priest 
before he joined the resistance, and still had problems with people blatantly swearing in front of him. 

Sarge paused, dumbfounded. "Yes, Doc, thank you. Anyway, once the uh "hole has been blown," all hell 
will break loose. Everyone makes a beeline for the extraction point a half mile into the woods, the 
woods are a city block away from the prison and all the buildings within that block are government, so 
run fast and be alert, although the guards will not want fighting in the streets. The Rear Guard will be 
waiting for us with VTOL jets at the extraction point, so it will be impossible to miss. If all goes well, 
everyone goes home." 

"Whoo! And if that DOESN'T work..." Bell gestured at Sarge to continue, then she put her head back 
down on the table she was sitting at, looking more bored, and more sleepy, every second. 

"Bell, please, this is important. If you can't make it to the extraction point or get separated head to 
Norm's apartment. You all should know where that is from your pre-mission briefing, but if you have 
forgotten I'm sure Sleeping Beauty here can remind you." Bell barely opened one eye and mumbled 
something about a beauty and the beast reference being more appropriate before going back to her 
half-nap. "If you head to Norm, you must act as if you are an old friend over for a visit. He is risking the 
not only his life, but the lives of his loved ones as well by housing you. So be kind to his neighbors, and 
be a "model citizen," even if it breaks you a little. If you are captured, tell them nothing, and know help 
will be coming. If you get left behind or lost, wait a day and head to the secondary extraction point on 
the other side of town, it will be where we were dropped off this morning. Any questions or last minute 
revision suggestions?" 

"None from me, Sir." Bell said, nearly saluting him before Eagle lowered her hand. She looked at him 
questioningly, but he only shook his head. 

Bell huffed indignantly, but didn't push the issue. Father was still looking a little unnerved, and Bell 
never failed to take an opportunity to poke fun at someone. 

"Not used to being around us loose lipped sinners yet, huh?" Father straightened up, ready to defend 
himself. 



"You get 'swearing is unacceptable' beaten into your head enough times, you're gonna flinch when you 
hear it." 

"Geez dude, I'm just messing with ya." 

Father seemed to deflate and looked a little embarrassed. "Oh, ha, right." Bell gave him a pat on the 
back. 

After a while, Siren and Gym returned. They seemed unscathed, and Siren looked especially pleased 
with herself. She practically pranced into the basement, and I could almost swear she was humming. 

"Siren, report. Is it safe?" Sarge asked with a military air about it, when he realized this, he apologized 
and asked more like an average citizen. 

"Oh yes, I might have accidentally given them a free show, but they must not have seen it, because I 
heard them talking about being, what was it Gym? 'Bored out of their brains?' So either they don't know 
a professional when they see one, or the loop is working now, and I think my skills would be good 
enough for that lot." 

Gym signed / heard guards saying they haven't seen movement since we got here. He scowled at Siren, 
he wasn't a fan of her surveillance system testing methods, and neither was Sarge. 

"If you try to give another camera a 'free show,' I'm asking to leave you at the Pit for the next mission. I 
can't have people needlessly putting their lives in danger. Now everyone mask up, and Bell, keep an eye 
on her." He pointed his finger at Siren, who crossed her arms and stuck her tongue out. Bell chuckled 
and handed Siren her mask. 

Sarge opened the hatch and looked around before getting out and motioning that it was safe. It was 
eerily quiet. 

Siren and Gym took the lead on the way to the camp, their ability to kill silently meant we kept the 
element of surprise. Gym used his free running skills to take care of the guards on rooftops, choking 
them to death before they could sound an alarm while Siren dealt with guards on the ground via a knife 
to the jugular. Eagle and I served as their back up. 

I covered Siren, and Eagle took Gym. Even after all this time, it was still impressive to watch her move. 
She approached the guards with grace; it's not hard to see why she was a successful sex worker. Even 
dressed head to toe in black, she managed to stand out from the rest of us. She handled her knife with 
elegance, which created an odd conflict between the brutality of her actions. It was like watching a 
ballet, with a bloody fountain for the finale. 

Her show continued without much incident until she had to kill two guards at once. They were walking 
too close to each other for her to take them one at a time. I made sure to stay aware for this approach. 
She was right behind them when one of the guards looked back, and saw her. She was much less 
graceful, but still impressive. She had killed one of the guards before it even registered in his head, 
cutting his jugular like the rest. As she moved to the other, he used his gun to block her incoming knife. 
He was starting to call out when she quickly turned and drove her knife into the base of his neck. He 
dropped before he could make a noise. 



It only took 87 minutes to get there, but it felt like an eternity. We had to take out every protector, but 
make sure not to harm or alert any civilians. None of us felt guilty for killing the protectors. As far as we 
were concerned, they deserved it. We've all lost people and been forced into hiding. The protectors 
were the ones who kept their system alive, the ones who pulled the trigger, and the ones who hunt us 
down. Civilians were another matter, killing civilians was forbidden throughout the whole of the militia. 
They were innocent and we didn't want to turn people away from our cause, but because they were 
given some semblance of comfort from the government, they could not be trusted to not turn us in. I 
wanted to scream at them to wake up, to see what was happening outside of their comfortable little 
bubble, to get angry, to DO something. I knew this was just me working out my frustrations, but I 
wanted to scream, I wanted to blame them for Jane's pain, her suffering. 

We finally reached the camp, and could see a 15-foot wall about 200 yards out. The protectors must 
have cleared out the area to give them better visibility. In the distance, I could see the forest, which hid 
the men who would take us home. All of the buildings between the prison and the forest had protectors 
stationed outside. It is going to be hard for us to get away cleanly, but there was no way for us to get 
through undetected. 

"Looks like information he gave us is accurate," Sarge said sounding almost surprised. It was hard for 
most of us to trust someone who used to be a protector. "Pink, Eagle, you're up." 

Eagle took out his binoculars to look for our targets, while I set up my rifle. He saw two guards 
on either side of the wall that could be a problem. He set up, while I confirmed the targets. We started 
with the guards on the left of the wall. I took the one to the left and Eagle the other. He counted down, 
and we both shot. Both of the guards dropped dead at the same time. 

None of the other guards were alerted. Once the war had started, Brady set many of his 
scientists and engineers to improving silencers. He wanted to be able to target people without alerting 
other civilians in the area, to limit the effects of the war civilians would notice. We managed to steal a 
shipment of these suppressors. Now we could have a massive firefight, without alerting any civilians in 
the same city. 

We then took aim at the guards on the right, and killed both of them in the same fashion. We 
both picked up our casings and placed them into a bag. Supplies are limited when part of an insurgency, 
we needed to reuse everything we could. 

"Good work you two, let's move." Sarge urged. 

We reached the bottom of the wall, where Gym prepared to scale it. When he reached the top, he 
secured a rope for the rest of us to climb. Eagle and I searched for a place for us to set up, while the rest 
of the squad cleared the roof as planned. We found our spot, which provided cover and gave us a good 
view of both the prison yard and the outside. We were far more likely to have to evacuate to Norm's 
place, but we had to cover the escape. Otherwise, this prison break would turn into a massacre. We 
watched everyone else enter the prison buildings, then began setting up, making sure to reload. 

"Your shooting keeps improving, you know." Eagle commented, breaking the tense silence. 

"Thanks, I learned from the best." I said, thinking of the hundreds of hours of practice with Eagle. 

"You were a good shot before I'd ever worked with you." 



"I learned how to shoot with my dad as a kid." 

"I don't think I've ever heard you talk about your parents." 

"I haven't talked to them in years." 

"Is it because of the "undesirable" thing?" 

"Yes and no, but it happened long before Brady." I shrugged, talking about them was still 
uncomfortable. 

"I'm sorry Pink. I didn't know." 

"It's fine, my parents were assholes, but one thing I'll give them is they taught me how to shoot." 

"So, when did Jane come in?" 

"A little before I stopped talking to my family. She gave me a place to stay when I cut them off, and I 
never left." 

"She seems great. I can't wait to meet her." 

"Hopefully it'll happen soon." 

"Hope-" Eagle was interrupted by the sound of an explosion. 

"Looks like Doc 'blew a hole in the motherfucker.'" Eagle laughed. 

Protectors were running towards the sound of the explosion. Eagle and I both opened fire, trying to kill 
the protectors before they could kill our people. The squad and the freed prisoners rushed toward the 
forest, shooting at the protectors on the ground. I could see some falling, but most were still moving. 
Everything was going as planned; I couldn't believe it. 

I started looking for protectors in the buildings. I saw a machine gun mounted to the window in one of 
the buildings on the end. That could single handedly kill everyone, if it was manned when our people got 
in range. I took out the protector behind it. The gun was belt fed, so I placed my next shot into the 
receiver, which disabled the gun. That was the last shot in my magazine, so I reloaded and began firing 
again. A sniper must have spotted us, as a shot rang into our position. I dropped behind cover, and 
turned to look for Eagle. 

He yelled, "I'll draw his fire, you take him out." 

He counted down on his fingers, jumped up, and ran. I followed a little later waiting for him to shoot. I 
saw the flash from his shot, took aim, and shot him. I turned to look for Eagle, and he found him on the 
ground with a hole in his head. Fuck, I wasn't fast enough. Eagle was dead. 

As if that wasn't bad enough, a few protectors were shooting at us ... me. We must've been spotted. I 
could see another group of protectors between me and the rest of the group. I had to get to Norm's, or I 
was going to die too. I picked up my gear, and jumped off the wall. 



